THE    DUKE     OF    WINDSOR
the rudder and stick in the front seat; if he had no controls
and promised not to speak a word, then surely they could
go up together and count the flight as a solo for the Prince.
The plot was laid for Northolt, which the Prince knew well.
One day, when the aerodrome was deserted, they took off, in
the aircraft with which the Prince was familiar, and they
flew to one thousand feet. It was a brilliant, silver-blue day
and the Prince made three perfect landings. Squadron Leader
Don kept his promise and did not speak while they were
in the air. He hoped that now the Prince would be satisfied.
The secret remained safe: neither the King, the Air Ministry,
nor the eager newspaper reporters, ever heard of the escapade.
But the Pince was not satisfied. He wished to fly absolutely
alone and, with good-humoured threats of what he would do
if Squadron Leader Don would not be his accomplice, a fur-
ther plot was made. Again they went to Northolt, when the
aerodrome was deserted. Only one mechanic stood by and
he was sworn to secrecy. The Prince flew to eight hundred
or a thousand feet,,alone. He made one good landing: then
he took off again. This time, the landing was not so good
and Squadron Leader Don thankfully saw the end of his
half-hour of anxiety. He has said that the Prince was
like a schoolboy who has just won a race. All the shy delight
with which he once started a merry-go-round beside a road
in New Zealand came back again. "He was as excited as a
Cranwell cadet after his first solo flight/'
About this time, a newspaper coined the phrase "The
Flying Prince." It became one of his new labels. He went
by air to golf at Sandwich and to the Grand National at
Aintree. When he went to Denmark in the summer of 1932,
he travelled by an Imperial Airways machine. Sir Harry
Brittain has described the scene of the arrival at Kastrup
aerodrome when ''tremendous scenes of enthusiasm greeted
them.*' "Just as the sun was setting, a flight of twenty-seven
aeroplanes appeared against the crimson sky. First came the
giant air liner Hercules, carrying the Prince, with all her
lights on. Behind her, in perfect formation, came sixteen
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